PATCHWORK                                         "A"
what you have been able to do and to help you by
giving you a free hand to do as much and more in
the coming six months.
"Now, Mr. Charles . . . Right ahead, please."
Over the fair green baize province of democracy
I read my report, one-and-a-half typescript pages,
clipped together at the top left-hand corner with
my own punch. I threw the innocent pages down
on the table of educated democracy and turned to
the chair again to ask for help with the squatter.
Something white caught my eye and I looked
down.
R------T------y on my left, had seized page one of
my report.   A fat, bald man whose name I do not
know, sitting opposite to R------T------, was leaning
across the table pulling at page two, which was
flapping loose from the top corner below R------
T------'s hands.   The paper round the eyelet gave
way and my report was in two pieces.  The fat man
sat down delighted to have secured page two. R------
T------went on reading page one quite unconcerned.
Such,   I   suppose,   is   the   inevitable   hunger    of
democracy.
Presently my page one started to go from hand
to hand, down the table to the left, with the
sun, like a decanter of port, and page two moved
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